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ostentation; the moving busy throng have left me alone.
I wished no herald to announce my return nor any parade
to give it e"clat. I should have been glad to have seen and
taken by the hand some of the friends of other years, but
only A. E. Burr and J. G. Bolles have yet called and wel-
comed me. I have met many in the street who greeted me
kindly, expressed themselves glad to see me, and I doubt
not were so; but it was commonplace gladness, for neither
they nor their friends have called to see me or mine. This
seems a cold return for eight years' devoted service as un-
sparing and faithful as man ever gave to his country. But,
while I cannot be insensible or indifferent to it, I do not
impute the slight entirely to estrangement or indifference.
The temperament and habit of the people have much to
do with it. Nevertheless, it is unpleasant. I come almost
as a stranger after years of absence, and wish to rent or
purchase a home, but among all my old friends not one
extends any friendly aid or assistance, though some of
them know my wants.

Property is extremely high in price, and no purchase
can be made except at a sacrifice. A little friendly advice
and assistance from old friends who are residents and who
know values would be acceptable, but I do not get it.

May 9, Sunday. The past week has been a busy one.
With my sons I have roamed the city looking at houses,
but find none for sale which are in all respects satisfactory.
Prices are ruinously high to purchase, and yet I do not
wish to rent, become familiar, and be again compelled to
move. Age is telling upon me.

After considerable cogitation and search we have pretty
much concluded to purchase the house ... on Charter
Oak Place. It is a more expensive place than I can well
afford, and in several respects not to my mind, but nev-
ertheless is perhaps the best which is immediately obtain-
able.